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Wunge him in pleawre's downjr charms, 
His drooping torch will cease to glow. 

Beneath enjoyment's flow'ry bed, 
Oft lies the grave of fond desires. 

Oft when on pleasure's bosom spread. 
We feel regret— <to iofe txfirrs. 



THB PURSUIT OP health; 

vISE April morn, reclin'd in bed. 
Just at the time when dreams are true, 

A fairy foria approach'd my head, 
6niHtng,beneath her mantle blue. 

Fie, iie ! she Cry'd, why«leep«o long'. 
When she, the nymph you dearly love, 

Now roves the vernal flow'rs among. 
And waits for you in yonder g;rove. 

Hark ! — ^you may hear her cherub voice. 
The voice of health is sweet aud clear ; 

Yes — you may hear the birds rejoice. 
In symphony her arbour near, 

I rose — ^I hasten'd to the grove. 

With eager steps, and aniious mind, 

i rose, the elfin's truth to prove. 
And hop'dthe promis'd nymph' to find. 

My fairy took me by the hand. 
And chearfully we stepp'd along ; 

She stopp'd but oit the new-ptough*d land. 
To hear the russet woodJark's song. 

We reach'd the groye— I look'd around. 

My fairy was no longer near. 
But of her voice I knew the sound. 

As thus she whisper'd in my ear : 

»' The nymph, fair Health, you came to 
find, 

Within these precincts loves to dwell. 
Her breath now glfe the balmy wind. 

This path will lead you to her cell." 

1 bended to the primrose low, 

Aud ask'd if Health might there reside, 
She left me, sai4 the flower, but now, 

For yonder violet's purple pride. 

I question'd next the violet queen. 

Where buxom Health was to be found, 

£he told m^ that she jate was seen. 
With cowslip's toying on the ground. 

Then thrice I kissed the cowslips pale. 
And in their dew-drops bath'd my face, 

I told them all my tender tale, 

And beg'd their atid coy Health to trace. 
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From us, exdaim'd a lovely flower. 
The nymph has many a day been gone ; 

But now she rests withm the bow'r 
Where yonder hawthorn blooms alone. 

Quick to that bow'r I ran, I ^vc. 

And yet no nymph I there rould £nd, 

Sut fresh the breeze of mormng blew. 
And Spring was gay, and Flora kind. 

If I retum'd, sedate and slow. 

What, if the nymph I ceuld not see ? 

The blush that piassM along my brow. 
Was proof of her divinity. 

And still her votary to prove. 

And stiU her dulcet.smiles to share, 

ril tread the fields, Fil haunt the grove. 
With untir'd steps, and fondest care. 

O Sprite belov'd ! vouchsafe to give 
A boon, a precious boon to me. 

Within thy influence let me live. 
And sometimes too thy beauties see. 

So shall thi; Biuse, in nobler verse. 

And strength rtnew'd, exulting sing. 
Thy praise, thy charms, thy pow'r te 
bea»e^ 
And sweep, with bolder hand, the 
string. 

THE FORCE OF HABJT. 

JOHN AND JOAN. 

^O plate bad John and f oan to hoard. 

Plain folk, in humble plight. 
One only tankard crown'd their board. 

And that was filled each night. 

Along whose inner bottom dcetcjbi'd, 

In pride of chubby grace, 
Some rude engraver's hand had etch'd, 

A baby angel's face. 

}ohn swallow'd first a moderate sup. 

But Joan was not like John, 
For when her lips had touch'd the cup, 

She swill'd till all was gone. 

John often urged her tp drink fair. 

But she ne'er changed a jot. 
She lov'd to see the angel there, 
'And therefore drench'd the pot. 

When John found all remonstrance vain, 

Another card he play'd. 
And where the angel stood so plain. 

He got a devil pourtray'd. 
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Joan saw the horn'i — Joan saw the tall— So m^n.bv dainenature is foiin'd and in- 

Yet Joan as stoutly quafF'd, clin'd, 
And ever, when she seized jhe ale. And has something in common with each 

She olear'd it at a draught, varied kind, 

,, , , , ..,, By attraction and fibres he lives, 'till at 

John star d, with wonder petnfi d, ' lenath 

His hairs rose on his pate— To suck the sweet sap of the breast he gains 

And, « Why dost guzzle now," he cried, strength. 

" At this enohnous rate." 

" O John," she cried, « am I to blame ? In this 8t?g0 of ejistence, self-love, at 

I can't, in conscience, stop ; first slow. 

For sure, 'twould be a burniiig shame. But stronger and stronger must every day 

To leaver— the Devil a dnf^ grow. 

, Depriv'd of the breast, as he'n weak and 

ORIGINAL SIN, OR NATURAL COR- _ '^^') ^T' z ^x. j r a. ^\ ■ 

RUPTION search for his fo6d he setid« forth plaia- 

T ■ live cries ; 

HE passions are ponies, high mettled A nurse, by this horrible doctrine new- 

and strong, spoil 'd. 

Which whirl us thro' life's dusty road all For its natural corruption would beat the 

along ; poor child. 

Drunk, or sober, sits Reason, with reras in But let ^anuah say what com^ioo and 

his hand, sin. 

The steeds wing'd with fire which he his In this crescent aaiinal first did begin- 
to command 

As the babe grows up stronger, its pow.'n) 

No wonder they often then gallop away, j^ust unfold. 

Thro' thick and thro" thin from the right of eacji thing in its reach, it begitis to lay 

road jstray, J,,,^, 

Their prancings and cap'rmgs produce For self-love now prompts it amusement to 

sometimes ill, ^eek 

But take out the horses— the coaeh then ^,<i to search after knowledge brfore it 

stands stiU, can speak-. 

Those rioomy divines who pretend '» "^amfsi down the tea-cups ; it mangles 

tliey've a'call, P°°'' "•«*> 

Vociferate loud— kill the steeds, one and all , ^nd if you're not guarded, will poke out 

While one of tliem lives, you xan never do , ,7.°'"' *7*'" ... 

^g]] O shocking, most sliocking are all its sad 

The weakest Will drag you to sin and to , wys» 

jjell_ What natural corruption of heart it be- 
trays, 

But this, my dear sister, is wrong and O Eve ^d Q Adam, what have you not 

absurd, done, 

No doctrine, like this, was e'gr taugbt by Nought, nought but corruption's entailM o» 

our Lord. your son. 

Each thing that feels life in the forest or 

lawn With orthodox passion t^ none is on 

The Lion, the Tiger, the Lamb, and the , ?''*> . . , , 

fij^n Tp whip out corruption is all her desire s 

Each bird, and each insect that floats on Some twitchings of nature she feels at her 

the gale, , heart, 

Each thing in the firater, the Minnov and W^'ch soften her temper, bid passion d«. 

Whale, part. 
Each reptile and worm, and e.ich tree and She just shakes l^er head, pats the child on 

each flow'r, *« h»"<^» 
Each metal and stone is possess'd of a pow'T, Yet why that is done, it does not under- 

■yVhateirer their habits, where'er their rf- stand, 

jui-t That insects have feelings it caniiot suppose 
To pursue,*or attract what will yield tbem -And •« '''ars a poor «y, as it would tear a 

support. T«ae, 



